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When -pale looks, and weak accents of thy breath
Presented so to life that -piece of death,
That it was feared and prophesied by all
Thou thither earnest to Breach thy funeral.

The other elegy is believed to have been written
by a young man of twenty-one, who was modestly
and enthusiastically seeking the company of the most
famous London wits. This was Edward Hyde, thirty
years later to become Earl of Clarendon, and finally
to leave behind him manuscripts which should prove
him the first great English historian. His verses here
bespeak his good intention, but no facility in
rhyming.

It was left for the riper disciples of the great divine
to sing his funerals in more effective numbers. Of
the crowd of poets who attended him with music to
the grave, none expressed his merits in such excellent
verses or with so much critical judgment as Thomas
Carew, the king's sewer in ordinary. It is not so
well known but that we quote some lines from it:

The fire

That fills with spirit and heat the Delphic choir,
Which, kindled first by thy Promethean breath,
Glow'd here awhile, lies quenched now in thy death.
The Muses' garden, with pedantic weeds
Overspread) was purgd by thee, the lazy seeds
Of servile imitation thrown away,
And fresh invention planted ; thou disdt pay

The debts of our penurious bankrupt age.
*           *            *            #            #

Whatsoever wrong

By ours was done the Greek or Latin tongue,
Thou hast redeemed, and opened us a mine
Of rich and pregnant fancy, drawn a line
Of masculine expression, which, had good
Old Orpheus seen, or all the ancient brood